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CURSE OF THE SEAL MEN 





C3LOWLY, cautiously, the powerful motor 
launch nosed its way through the scat- 
tered ice floes that littered the steel-gray 
waters of the Arctic borderland. Suddenly, 
at the bow, Pierre Manet thrust up a thick- 
mittencrl hand, in urgent command. 

"Stop!" he commanded hoarsely. "Throttle 
down, Carson, I think there's a herd up ahead 
—past that big 'berg! I can hear them talking 
to each other . . ." 

Jtm Carson, at the helm, grunted viciously, 
. . and they'll soon hear the bark of this.''' 
He loosened a heavy automatic Winchester 
that was slung around his shoulder. Wore 
quietly now, the motor launch crept ahead, 
waves slapping against its side. Then, as it 
passed a giant iceberg that rose above the 
smaller floes like an oak above scrub pine, the 
two white hunters saw their prey ahead — a 
herd of Arctic seals, swimming in the cold 
water and disporting themselves on a wide, 
shallow flo«. They'd been searching for day? 
for this herd . . . and now they had it! Both 
Carson and Pierre Manet hunched forward, 
rifles ready, as the launch drifted toward the 
herd. 

"Now!" husked big Carson. "Blast "em!" 

Both men sighted and fired, the accurate 
lead of their powerful Winchesters slashing 
toward the helpless herd! Two seals were cut 
down on the floe itself, before they could dive 
into the ocean. Then Pierre Manet and Jim 
Carson directed their deadly fire toward the 
animal* that were ""empting to lurlm away. 
Each iim» a sleek, brown water CritJlHjfi lifted 
i'l whisker-fringed no*- ahivn th« «efl surface, 
they fir-d ln*t-ant]y ttt Some of the Hill 
were killed— ethers m»r*1y wounded. Their 
eddying blood began to dye the water a crim- 
son hue! 

Suddenly, as the slaughter continued, Manet 
and Carson were surprised to see a parka-clad 
Eskimo paddling rapidly toward them in a 
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kayak, from behind the big iceberg they had 
passed earlier. 

His swarthy face suffused with anger, the 
Eskimo approached the side of their launch. 
Now he began to shake a wide-bladed spear, 
shouting vehemently. "Stop! Stop! You must 
not kill seals! You kill them just for skins, 
and throw carcass away ! My people need them 
for skin, meat, blubber — all parts! My people 
will starve, if you keep this up!" 

"Bah! Clear off in that blamed kayak!" Jim 
Carson shouted impatiently at the Eskimo who 
was now alongside. "Keep clear — or you're 
liable to get hit yourself!" 

But the fury of the Northman was re- 
doubled. Brandishing his spear, he began to 
clamber onto the deck of the launch. 

"You not stop — I make you stop," he threat- 
ened, crouching and drawing the spear back, 
Carson lifted his Winchester. "All right. 
Mister! You asked for this,** he grunted. 
Pierre Manet clutched at his arm, trying to 
stop him. but the big seal hunter pulled the 
trigger once— twice ! Clutching at his chest, 
the Eskimo fell forward. Blood bubbled at 
his lips and sprayed from his fur-enclosed 
chest, splattering on the leggings of Pierre 
Manet who was closest to him. His eyes be- 
ginning to glaze, the Eskimo shook a trem- 
bling fist at the white men. 

"Devils! Devils you are," he whispered. 
"And devils you will die! I — I wish the 
curse . . ." He began to cough In 8 tremen- 
dous spasm, his lifeblood n^w covering Man. 
et'a leggings, "... I wish the curs* of Akimah 

m you . . - 

With these final half-heard -words, he 
lurched backward, tumbling from the deck 
of the motor launch end disappearing from 
sigh't In the Arctic depthsl With his words, 
the skies suddenly blackened, and it was as 
if the grip of a mighty hand encompassed 
the surface of the sea and began to congeal 
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h In ■ rsmorteltss spell. Pierre Manet Hired, 
hypnotized, it the blood on his leggings, hit 
Jaw hanging slack, his eyes bulging . . . 

"What's the matter with you?" Jim Carson 
grunted. "I had to teach the interfering fool 
a lesson, didn't I? Now let's get to picking up 
these seal carcasses before we lose them all!" 
He looked worriedly up at the leaden skies 
"Or before we get frozen in here for good! 
Looks as if the thermometer dropped thirty 
degrees right there!" 

But Pierre did not move. He stared at the 
blood on the deck and on his leggings, and 
he muttered monotonously. "The curse of Aki* 
mah! The cursa ... of Akimah . . ." 

"So what!" laughed Carson contemptuous- 
ly! "I was the one who shot him! If the fool 
could whistle up any curse at all— it'd hit 
me!" 

Pierre Manet shook his head hopelessly. 

"You don't understand," he said. "His blood 
touched me — and the curse will afflict me! 
I — I'm turning into . . . into . . ." 

"Into what?" Carson asked impatiently. 

Then, even as Jim Carson watched incredu- 
lously, he realized what was happening! Pierre 
Manet's shape was changing — he was growing 
shorter and more squat! His hair, instead of 
black and curly, was turning brown and 
straight, and it grew swiftly, in a short, glossy 
length, over his body! Soon it covered his face 
and hands, until he was everywhere furred! 
And then, as Carson gasped in horror at what 
was happening before his very eyes, Manet's 
face changed. It was long and pointed, with 
a black-muzzled nose, and with fringed whis- 
kers on each side. His eyes were dark and 
cunning! And his arms— were flippers! Bark- 
ing excitedly, the seal that was Manet sprang 
up and down on the deck as Jim Carson, ter- 
rified, backed away , . . 

"The curse ... of Akimah," he muttered. 
''It hit him, not me, because he was touched 
by the Eskimo's blood 1" 

Suddenly the seal hunter flung back his 
head aad howled with maniacal laughter. His 
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eyes crinkled with cleverness and happy 
triumph. 

"Then it'll all be mine," he shouted. "The 
pelts we've taken so far — and those we shot 
today. I won't have to split with any partner. 
In fact, Manet, to me you're just another 
pelt!" Snatching up his Winchester, Carson 
fired point blank at the seal that squatted be- 
fore him on the motor launch. A single shiver, 
and the animal lay before him, stilled forever. 

Carson laughed again, the sound echoing 
mournfully over the Arctic waters, passing 
from floe to floe. 

"And I'll start by taking your pell, Pierre." 
he chuckled, drawing his sharp skinning knife. 

Kneeling by the side of the dead seal, he 
plunged, the keen-edged blade into the glossy 
side of the animal. As he did so, and as the 
still warm blood gushed out over his hand, 
Carson was shaken by a spasm of fear! At 
once, as in a dream, he recalled that he had 
once heard a 'breed tell of the curse of Aki- 
mah, many years before. "It's passed on, from 
victim to victim," the old trapper had said. 
"First one is killed, and then another. Who- 
ever the blood touches — he turns into a . . ." 

Springing backward in a frenzy of despair, 
Jim Carson tried desperately to wipe the fatal 
blood from his hands on his furry outer-gar- 
ments. 

MfUT even as he stared down at his hands, 
he saw that the fingers were disappear- 
ing, and that the wrists, and the back of his 
hands were being covered with fine, soft hair! 
Frantically, he touched his head. It was differ- 
ent! It was longer, pointed . . . seal-like! He 
had hands and fingers no longer — but a seal's 
short, stumplike flippers! 

And somehow, Jim Carson realized that it 
should be so. 

Barking excitedly, he wriggled toward the 
edge of the launch. He slid off the boat into 
the freezing water. It was his home . . . 

THE END 
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